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This book is dedicated to a higher ideal: fart boob dick 


Quite literally it 
comes from the Latin 
norma meaning 
“carpenter's square.” 


Straight. 


We leap, 
cognitively, thanks 
to those boy-fucking, 
poison-guzzling, 
sheet-wearing 
Olympians right to 
“monster.” 


Normal? 
Square. 
Abnormal? 


The very root 
of these concepts 
in our language base 
maintains the Manichean 
dual-state. Square and 
other. Good and bad. 


Monstrous. 


And “abnormal?” 
That's from the Greek, 
anomalos, and the Latin, 
abnormis, meaning 
“monstrosity.” 


These concepts, 
complicated aggregates all, 
mean something unique and 
different to all of us based on 
who we are, where we are, 
and when we are. 


Normal and 
monstrous. 


Dang! 


“translated from some kind 
of weird cum angel language 


= 


Sweet 
dick-sucking 
Sailor Moon. 


=) 


SOME 


kind of weird aT. Hello 


there, uh, iS 
Mr. Douglas. 
3 > aia 


cum angel 
language? 


My name is 
Suzanne ond WY 
this is Jon. Ra 


Dont freak out. 
Dont freak out. 


And were like 
you. Okay? Were 
ber here with you. 


Doni freak 
out. Dont 
freak out. 


lt might be 
pretty shocking 
to learn. 


I mean, it 
was for us. 


Doni? look 
at me, | barely 
passed 
Spanish. 


Y Can you “w 
understand 
me? We came 
to ask for 


Great 
Over fiend’s 
Pussy. 


You ever have those 
| moments where, like... 


.like the Camera in your 
head leaves your body 
and sorta sweeps 
around the room? 


Totally one 
of those , 
moments. aw 


l realize someone will 
have to tell my mom: 


“Your daughter 
was killed by a 
semen demon.” 


Weill have 
to get into 
his office 
somehow. 


Nothing here of 

use. The primary 

file must be back 
in his office. 


| can feel 
my pelvic floor 

starting to 
lower. Time to 

wrap it up. 

And get it all 
right this time, 
Jjag-offs. 


| cannot 
handle another 
goddamn civilian 
cracking up on 
me because you 
moved their 
things a little 
too much. 


Ul... shit, 1 
dont know. 


Tomorrow, 

lunch at the 
Galleria for 
strategizing. 


Good nighf, 
men. Good 


[iss W 


Mo 


Nhe 
eal ie 
"=o" eo" 


But touch 
my clit again 
and I'll crush 

your skull. 


..Are you just 
'm leaving saying that 
now. Kids are 
almost done 
at lacrosse. 


ry 
because | booped 
your clit? 


Well, there 
she goes. 


What? Seeing 
her all— 


It was kind 
of hot, seeing 
her like that. 


So, Jerry, 
I'm thinking 
about starting 
therapy again. 


Nothing 
important. 


with your hands, 
Chim Chim. 


What the 
hell are 
you doing. 


Ohhhh what 
are you doing 
back there? 


Yeah, don't 
stop. 


Whoa whoa 
whoa— 


When did 
that start? 


It’s only gay 
if your balls 
touch. 


Don't be 
such a pussy, 
bro. 


—I just dont 
know if this is 
what I'm into... 


—thats \ 
not it | just 


dont— 


Do you think you 
can go get us Some 
towels, at least? Thanks 


buh-bye. 


He is such an 
embarrassment 
to the scene. 


Does what | 
like make me 
abnormal? 


Before you 
answer that, remember— 
Vesalius, the “founder of 

modern anatomy,” 
categorized the clit as 
not occurring in— 


—‘normal” 
women. 


So, ladies, if you 
have a clit, boom, 
there you go. 


They” take 
medical steps to 
cure us gals of 

such things. 


—1996, 
Travis. 


Or Jason. 
Whatever. 


What about 
what YOU 
like? 


And who 
decides? 


Ever have a clitoral 
orgasm? Freud labeled 
those ‘immature’ orgasms 
and treated them 
as neuroses. 


Victorians 
thought having a 
clit led to tribadism. 
So having a clit 
means youre a 
lesbian. 


And female 
genital mutilation 
was outlawed when, 
in the United States? 
Anyone want to take 
a guess? 


/n your 
lifetimes — 


—knowledge of the 
clitoris has been cut off, 
suppressed, censored, 
omitted from the 
scientific record, or 
editorially occluded. 


Why don't / 
have super 
powers? 


Wait, 
what do you 
mean? 
Powers, 
don. Why don't 
| do anything? 


i "2 | mean, my 
A power? Y ick just glows 
like a timer, it’s 

hardly a... 


Your glowing 
peen. Ana turns 
into a glowing 
ghost. 


Sailor Poon 

up there has 

vagenticles. 
| dont— 


What's 
wrong with 
me, Jon? 


Imagine, men, 
if your own anatomy It was only 1961 
remained mysterious. when Professor Emeritus 
Beverly Whipple and— 


—some guy, | 
don’t know— 


—even coined the term 
“G-spot.” And it’s been 
misused, misinterpreted, and 
sold to women ever since. 


So the very truth 
of what Drs. Whipple 
and Perry found, that 
anterior wall stimulation 
of the vagina causes 
some women 
great amounts 
of pleasure... 


..gome, ehn. 
Some, not so 
much... 


So weve seen N 
the female orgasm 
and its anatomical 
associates turned 

into a marketing 
ploy, a checklist item, 

or a magazine 2 

listicle. 


And yet in 2012 
the Journal of Sexual 
Medicine said, quote: 


“Objective measures 
have failed to provide 
strong and consistent 
evidence for the existence 
of an anatomical site that 
could be related to the 
famed G-spot.” 


dS that the 
clitoris isnt solely 
the center of the 
female orgasm. 


In other 
words, this thing 
that you shouldn't 
have causes this 
other thing that you 
shouldn't have. 


SPRUCE 
your clit 


Politics, history, 
philosophy, and 
language have 
turned a woman's 
orgasm into a 
morphological place 
you either have or 
don't, can find or 
can not. 
A destination \ 
rather than a 
Journey. A noun 
rather than 
a verb. 


And, lastly, before 
you categorize 
yourself, remember 
please that 
“hysteria”"— 


—womb 
fury— 


—was only 
removed from the 
DSM in 1980. 


Yet another 
thing that makes 
half the population 
“abnormal.” 


Monstrous. 


The 
fuckbeast is 
on the move 
again. Listen. 


Jon, there’s Bring 
something over _ that little 


here. 


lightsaber of 
yours over— 


Whatever 
floats your 
boat, | 
guess. 


—Seriously, 
Jon, there’s 
like a dong 
forest over 
here— 


This guy and By the way I'm 
Kegelface share } gonna tell literally 
adecorator,! | everyone | know 

swear to god. ’ you said my dick has 


superpowers. 


| Octopussy... | 


| ..meet \ 
Shocktopussy! | 


fuuhhhhh 
hhhheccckkktth 


ai 


= 


Let's get 
the hell out of 
Florida. 


..the hell do 

| keep getting 
electrocuted for 
fuck’s sake... 


Suze? 
Suzie, you 
with me? 
Suzie? 


Because 
tuck this 
monster. 


The argument gets made 
that a woman masturbating 
could be considered an act 

of political rebellion— 


So, hands up, 
monsters. 


Have you had an 
orgasm? Wanted sex? 
Had a period that 
maybe didn’t make you 
feel quite so June- 


Fucking-Cleaver? —and sometimes 


| have trouble 
disagreeing. 


All defined 
as symptoms of 
“hysteria” by the 
DSM. 


My greater point here 
is that this binary state is silly. 
I's inaccurate at best, and a 
lethal tool of patriarchal 
oppression at worst. 


And by the way, 
were only dealing 
with so-called 
“heteronormative” 
divisions of sexual 
desire. 


Sexuality isn't 


Homosexuality, 
on-off, yes-no. 


bisexuality, pansexuality, 
asexuality... well, that’s 
defined as “abnormal” 
too. 


Sexuality is 
part of the psyche, 
right? It’s thought 

of as part of the 
mind. More than 
Just what we do, but 
that grand and 
glorious what we 
are of it all. 


So if... so if our 
mind is adrift beyond 
space-time itself and 
our sexuality is a part 

of that... 


..then surely 
there is no 
binary. Its not 
even a spectrum. 


Sex, gender, 
identity— 


—the fabric of who 
we are, of our own 
personal space-time 
continuum— 


—floats like 
cork tumbling 
through a manifold 
of dimensions. Of 
shifting, colliding 
forms witha 
few points in 
common. 


So why do we 
continue to frame 
our thoughts as 
such? 


“The psyche 
cannot be 
localized in space,” 
that “Space is 
relative to the 
psyche. The same 
applies to the 
temporal 
determination of 
the psyche and the 
psychic relativity 
of time.” 


Our sex changes 
like time changes. 
Like space, like the 
universe itself. 
Expanding, growing, 
collapsing, warming, 
cooling. 


Evolving. 


And right 
now... youre 
dismissed. 


There is no 
“who we are.” 
There is only 

“who we are 

right now.” 


Read Jungs essay 
“On Synchronicity” and 
the next two chapters in 
Bland and Doan’s Sexuality 
in Culfure for Monday, or 
youve all wasted your 
parents $20,000. 


Hello, 
Johnny-and- 
Snide. 


Ms. Kincaid. 


We need 
your help. 


LETTER DADDIES 


SEND YOUR THOUGHTS, SEXUAL QUESTIONS, AND TIPS ON 
TO EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALS@GMAIL.COM. YOUR TYPOS/SH 


ALL ASSUMED OK TO PRINT UNLESS STATED OTHERWISE. 


A FUNNY THING HAPPENED ON 
THE WAY TO SEX CRIMINALS 11. 


Well, several funny things 
happened. None of which were 
actually funny. 


Literally all of the funny things 
happened. Let’s take it from the 
top: 


We wanted to come back 
from our break following the 
second arc with a big splash. 
A good place to start reading, 
a fresh start, all that shit. We’d 
really fallen off the schedule- 
horse during the second arc 
and wanted to sort of, y’know, 
leap dick-first into arc 3 with a 
resounding, confident, uh, dick- 
first leap. As we started planning, 
the comics world seemed to go 
ga-fucking-ga for variant covers 
again. Like in a CRAZY-ass way. 
Like, seventy-five coversofSTAR 
WARS.-crazy. We thought, ho ho!, 
here is a thing of which we can 
make fun. 


And here our troubles began. 


We had the XXX idea, so we knew 
we’d be buying polybags for 
those (I loved how they bagged 
and hid the covers of Chaykin’s 
BLACK KISS way back when 
and always wanted to emulate 
it); we had a lot of friends that 
had offered to do covers, but 
we didn’t want Chip to NOT do 
covers... anyway, so. Pink poly 
XXX special covers. Then we 
thought, well, WAIT. We were 
gonna have all this polybag 
material and we wanted to do 
something stunt-y and funny and 
attention-getting but most of all 
funny with 11. 


What if we just literally stuck 
$1,000 into a copy of issue 11 that 
was in a polybag? 


So that was the plan. Just stick a 
thousand-dollar bill in a random 
issue and send it out in the world 
in a bag. 


What a great promotion! THIS 
COMIC COULD LITERALLY MAKE 


YOU A THOUSAND DOLLARS 
RICHER. What a stupid stunt! 
Would someone find it? How 
would we know? What if it never 
left the plant? What if it never 
left Diamond? WHO KNOWS? 
WHO CARES! WE JUST SHOVED 
A GRAND INTO A COMIC AND 
SENT IT OUT INTO THE WORLD. 


And here our troubles began. 


First off, they haven’t made 
$1,000 bills in like eighty years or 
something. So, what was funnier 
-- two $500 bills, or a money 
order? We thought a money 
order. A thousand-dollar money 
order. Fucking hilarious. AND 
we’d know if it ever got cashed 
that way. 


Well, the lawyers had something 
to say about that. 


(Let me say here our lawyers 
are very good and very smart 
AT BEING LAWYERS and we are 
not, but we are [according to 
comic book websites] SCRIBES 
and as such what follows most 
assuredly has a scribe-ly bent 
rather than a lawyer-y one and 
SORRY LAWYERS but our way 
makes better reading and is 
funnier than the lawyer way 
which is VERY LEGAL.) 


Apparently just giving $1,000 
away would violate interstate 
lottery laws. Even if we didn’t tell 
anyone we were doing it. Even if 
we paid tax onit. We even asked 
if we could tell people AFTER 
the book had been solicited that 
we did it -- so it was never even 
advertised during its ordering 
period -- but no dice. We literally 
could not give away a thousand 
dollars. No one could explain 
it to me in a way that made any 
goddamn sense. 


I notice Pm using “literally” here 
a lot, but | think it’s justified; so 
much of this story is literally too 
stupid to believe. 


So, okay. So what would PLAN 
B be? The first idea -- well the 
first second idea -- was we’d 


HOW TO DESTROY 1000 COPIES OF A BELOVED COMIC 
IAME ARE YOUR OWN AND WILL BE RUN AS RECEIVED. 


go to the comic-making place 
and stand over the presses and 
hold markers out to the covers 
as they came off the line and 
literally draw on every single 
one. So if we printed 35,000 
copies, we could say there were 
35,000 variant covers. Apparently 
this isn’t physically possible or 
wholly sane or logical. 


Chip had a notion -- random 
sketch covers. We’d make a 
faux-blank cover, travel to the 
printing plant, and draw on a 
thousand of ’em, the way we do 
at conventions. Just hang out 
together, make each other laugh, 
draw 1,000 dicks, and maybe 
make some people happy. As 
nobody was taking my 35,000 
variants idea seriously, it seemed 
the best shot we had to do 
something incredidumb. 


Chip and I travelled to Cadmus 
printing in Richmond, VA. We 
toured the plant. We were taken 
to a conference room with the 
world’s biggest table, shittiest 
coffee maker, and 1,000 special 
covers of SEX CRIMINALS #11. It 
looked like this: 


& 
CRIMINALS 


FRACTIONZDARSKY 
$350 


SUPER SPECIAL MATT & CHOP SKETCH COVER 


And, while the team at Cadmus 
tried to figure out how to 
polybag the book in a way that 
would render the special covers 
undetectable (somehow, our 


SEX TIP Voyeurism can be a real turn-on. Hide in her 
closet and watch how a grown-ass adult makes her 
goddamn bed, Gerry. 


order of “Totally Opaque Pink 
Poly” became “Pretty Fucking 
Transparent Pink Poly”), which it 
turns out is harder than it looks 
(this is foreshadowing by the 
way), Chip and I got to work. 


Which is also where our troubles 
began. 


Do you know that cartoon where 
Spike, the big dog, walks in 
long, confident strides while 
that little version of Spike, like, 
a way smaller dog, yips and 
yaps and runs around Spike in 
circles trying to gethis attention? 
That is Chip (Spike) and me (the 
little dog). Chip’s confident and 
languid gait that is the effortless 
drawing of infinite dicks with 
butts for balls and the butts have 
nipples and the nipples have 
urethra-holes and cascading 
fractal waterfalls of semen 
exploding out of them, one 
after the next, to my little yappy 
dog trying to draw a boob and 
then get Chip to laugh. Imagine 
being stuck in a room with me 
for seventeen hours. It was like 
that. I exist only for Chip’s loving 
approval in the form of his tired- 
yet-polite chuckles at my drawing 
of a ball-sack touching Batman’s 
nose. 


So, so... so we started at noon 
(because first Chip and I went to 
Bob Evans to eat because Bob 
Evans is magical). And by about 
6 or so that night we had drawn 
about 300. Chip’s plane left at, 
like, 6:30 in the morning, so we 
had to basically become three 
times as fast if we were gonna 
make it. 


Because, see, we were insisting 
on drawing and signing EACH 
ONE. Both of us. We would 
both of us fuck up every 
single one TOGETHER. YES it 
would go faster if we divided 
and conquered, but who ever 
won anything by dividing and 
conquering? DIVIDING AND 
CONQUERING IS FOR SHITTY- 
ASS LITTLE TITTY BABIES. 
Like champion morons we drew. 


Dicks and butts and boobs and 
balls and superheroes known 
and beloved by all and a lot of 
ENTOURAGE referencesbecause 
the ENTOURAGE movie was 
about to come out so it was on 
my mind and so on. 


We stopped for dinner. The place 
we stopped at was next to a 
dollar store. So we went to the 
dollar store and bought some 
stickers. 


And here our troubles really 
began. 


The stickers featured characters 
like Spider-Man, Batman, the 
Avengers, Hello Kitty, the Mighty 
Morphin’ Power Rangers, the 
Disney Princessessessesss... 
and I think some were just, 
like, stars and rainbows and 
shit. Someone surely owns the 
trademark on stars and rainbows 
and shit, right? 


I thought -- well, worst of the 
worst, we could put stickers ona 
cover and sign it. Not as time- 
consuming as a drawing, still 
personally affected by me and 
CZ, still a what-the-fuck weird 
thing to discover (imagine pulling 
this out of a pink polybag): 


CRINTNALS 


FRACTIONZDARSKY 
$25 


Right? Pretty fucking stupid, 
right? How could any lawyer 
anywhere at any time in the 
history of the world take 


something like this seriously, 
you might think, if you paused to 
think (we did not). 


A divine wind caught us (again: 
foreshadowing) and drove us 
manically through the night. 
Stickers only aided and abetted 
us rather than saving time -- the 
covers became more nuts, more 
ornate. We would go back and 
forth and back and forth on 
one cover. We drew SO many 
dicks. SO many butts. SO many 
beautiful boy soldiers. 


But we did it, dear reader. We 
finished alllllll 1,000+ copies 

in time for Chip’s flight home. 
And to prove we did it -- I took 
pictures and put them on my 
blog (http://www.angelfire.com/ 
extreme/gni/1088309102/~mattt_ 
fraction/index.html) and went the 
FUCK to bed. 


And here, dearest, gentlest, 
SWEETEST reader, our troubles 
fucking exploded in our stupid 
goddamn faces. 


We awoke to some concern, let’s 
say,byseveralCompetent Adults. 
What, demanded one, were we 
thinking? How could this NOT be 
the greatest red flag in the face 
of the angry bull of copyright 
infringement litigation of all time? 
I wish, said one, | knew what you 
were planning before you did all 
this. 


WHAT PLAN?!? Chip and I 
wanted to know. For as you now 
know, dear reader, we had no 
plan. There was absolutely zero 
forethought put into this of any 
practical or lasting value. It’s just: 
what’s funny? 


So... so the Competent Adults 
had a lot of conversations. And 
while Chip and I made our case 
vociferously and vehemently, and 
while I know in my heart of hearts 
we were legally free and clear, 
and that any lawsuit would’ve not 
only been amazing press for us 
but been in our favor... it wasn’t 
a fight any Competent Adult was 


SEX TIP Falling asleep after sex is perfectly natural, but 
Gerry? Maybe you could get the fuck off of me first. 


into, nor would recommend we 
get into, nor would they even 
allow it to transpire. No matter 
how badly we wanted it, even if 
it was just so I could enter into 
legal record things like “Chip 
is very handsome,” and get a 
ruling on whether the sticking 
point was Batman, Batman’s 
dick, the sticker of HelloKitty that 
was ON Batman’s dick, or some 
combination thereof. Like, get it 
in the record. The LAW record. 


We had, in effect, 1,000 copies of 
a comic we couldn’t do a fucking 
thing with. To say nothing of the 
thousands of otherwise-standard 
covers and Bryan Lee O’Malley 
variants that now had to literally 
just sit there because we’d 
solicited that we were drawing 
on a thousand fucking books and 
couldn’t back out. 


The back and forth with the 
Competent Adults took a while 
to resolve (because Chip and I 
are nothing if not resolute in our 
dumbness) but the solution was 
clear: the 1,000 Very Important 
Comics could never see the light 
of day and we would print 1,000 
NEW versions and split them 
into batches of 500 so we could 
get them all signed and back to 
Cadmus for polybagging and 
shit. So we got that done before 
HeroesCon in June; it wasn’t as 
good or as fun. It was maybe 
perfunctory and joyless. We 
maybe started to hate the idea, 
the book, each other, covers, 
dicks, boobs, comics, and life 
itself. IT WAS A DARK DAY IN 
MUDVILLE. 


And here, dear reader, guess 
what? Our troubles? Here’s 
where they began. 


Cadmus had to bag the book in 
a black bag, and then put that 
black bag into a pink polybag, 
and somehow put a board in 

there too. At this point I have no 
fucking clue what this has cost 
us, but there’s no way on Earth 
it’s been less than what YOU 

paid for it per copy. And so the 


process of bagging EVERYTHING 
and magically tossing these 
thousand in here and 

there began -- 


-- And the polybag machine 
broke. 


Like, totally fucking have-to-buy- 
a-new-one broke. Which made 
the book even later. Keep in mind 
this is a book that has at this 
point been printed and sitting on 
pallets in Virginia since MAY. 


Cadmus bought a new polybag 
machine (I hope they christened 
it CHIPPER), got the books done, 
and sent them out into the world. 


And that’s why it took so fucking 
stupid long. 


We should have just stuck the 
thousand bucks in and said fuck 
it. Who would believe anyone was 
dumb enough to do that? 


| regret nothing. That evening 
with Matt and 1,000 copies of our 
comic was goddamn magical, 
and Matt’s dick drawings made 
me feel like a kid again, just sittin’ 
around the kitchen table, drawing 
dicks with mom. 


As a side note, | did not anticipate 
how bad I would feel seeing 
people buying multiple copies 

of our book and not getting the 
Sketch covers. We priced it like 
a regular issue, so you could 
just waltz into a comical book 
shoppe, plunk down your $3.50 
plus applicable taxes, and walk 
out with a copy of SEXCRIMZ 
like normal, with the added 
bonus of a possible sketch. | 
didn’t account for the fact that 
you guys REALLY WANTED THE 
SKETCHES and some of you 
went a little nutso at the cash 
register. So, since | feel bad, if 
you see me at a convention | will 
doodle dicks on all your regular 
issue elevens. 


P.S. | am taking 2016 off from 
conventions. -CZ 


Hey guys, | absolutely adore your 
work, especially your comments 
section where you're not only 
hilarious, but genuinely good 
people. | was inspired to write in 
because of issue #4’s comment 
about Cards Against Humanity, 
where you displayed a level of 
compassion and sympathy for my 
people (Trans-people) that | rarely 
come across. Thank you. 


Alas, | never found porn in the 
woods, unless you count finding my 
grandfather’s cache of creepiness 
while bored out of my mind 
unattended in my grandparents’ 

old lake house. | was trying to find 
a working TV and anything good 

on VHS that | could watch due 

to a severe lack of programming 
available in the mountains. 
Confusing, informative, and 
awkward. But if | could just advise 
y’all to either hide your hardcore 
porn better, or clearly label it so your 
kids or grandkids know what they’re 
signing up for when they do come 
across it. Cuz, some things can’t be 
unseen, just saying... 


Hugs, 
-Katie 


Wow. Grandfather’s Porn. 
That’s... that’s somehow more 
disturbing to me than Dad’s Porn. 
Because everybody knows old 
men ejaculate spiders and bats 
and who wants to think about 
THAT at Thanksgiving? 


This reminds me of an eighth- 
grade cohort who found 
softcore his father had recorded 
surreptitiously on some 
otherwise-marked video tapes. 
That alone was pretty great, but 
at some point his mother had 
clearly walked in on his father 
because the channel changed 
in the middle of recording and 
would, throughout the rest of 
the movie, toggle back and forth 
between Skinemax and, like, a 


SEX TIP Did you really think the Russian from “Pine 
Barrens” was coming back in the last SOPRANOS? 
Jesus, Gerry, this is why nobody will fuck you. 


screen of text with random local 
announcements of note on it. 


(Kids: back in the day when we 
recorded shit we used “VCR” 
technology and you could not 
watch one thing while recording 
another.) 


Also! Regarding CARDS 
AGAINST HUMANITY: they have 
proactively and with great social 
responsibility edited their deck 
editions of certain cards that 
were hurtful-hurtful and harmful- 
harmful instead of the expected 
CAH-hurtful and CAH-harmful. 
We here at team SEXCRIMZ love 
7em for it. Growing up in public 
is awkward but important and 
it’s never easy. Thanks, y’all, for 
stepping up. 


If you think GRANDFATHER’S 
PORN is disturbing, you haven't 
encountered BABY’S PORN 
before! My friend’s baby has the 
SICKEST collection! One of his 
TWISTED books is about a “Very 
Hungry Caterpillar.” Can you 
imagine? I won’t even open it I’m 
so scared of the depravity inside! 
-CZ 


| just finished reading Sex 
Criminals #11 and i am feeling a 

lot of feelings. That cliffhanger at 
the end??? Rainbow and Rach’s 
possibility of going places??? ANA 
NOT HELPING THEM??? JON 
AND SUZIE GOING TO MIAMI 
AND LIVING LIKE CELEBRITIES 
COS WHY NOT???? And oh, Jon’s 
therapist and kegelface (a huge wtf 
moment there) ???? 


Although i was bummed that the 
release date #11 kept getting 
pushed back, having read it 
completely made the wait worth it. It 
sucks that the comic keeps getting 
issues with censorship and shit 
because it’s doing so damn fucking 
well and i’m sure it will continue to 
do so. 


| thought for a moment that i would 


get bored reading SC, and that #11 
would be the beginning of an end, 
but i was so very wrong and turns 
out that there’s so much more to 
be explored in every single way. | 
am looking forward to issue 12 so 
much. 


Love, 
Brenda from Singapore. 


(Yes, the same Singapore that 
BANNED Sex Criminals. | am 
extremely mad about it because 
it’s such a good book with great 
stories to tell despite the name. Oh 
yeah, i managed to get Big, Hard 
Sex Criminals from Amazon and 
Just The Tips before the book got 
banned.) 


Brenda W. 


P.S. | can’t get enough of Chip’s art. 
(Sorry Matt.) 


Brenda! How the hell did you 
get it? Digital? Is the book being 
smuggled in? PLEASE DON’T 
GET IN TROUBLE SINGAPORE 
DON’T PLAY. 


Also we were banned again on 
Apple and... fucking everywhere. 
Just go buy the book at 
imagecomics.com from now on; 
it’s DRM free and you get it in 
whatever format and you never 
have to worry about missing a 
single Cum Angel. 


P.S. FUCK YOU 


Is it weird that | get off from being 
banned? | AM FORBIDDEN FRUIT. 


P.S. FUCK YOU no wait THANK 
you I’m just not used to people 
liking me cause Matt always tells 
me I’m very bad -CZ 


I’ve never written to a letters column 
before, but your comic and all the 
stories people have shared in their 
letters mean so much to me that | 
needed to say thank you. 


| have really bad social anxiety, and 
it’s prevented me from ever having 
a romantic relationship/sex. The 
Open and accepting space you have 
created in this comic has helped me 
address some of that anxiety and 
has made me a lot less scared of 
sex. And Jon dealing with his Brain 
Probz made me realize that I’ve 
been mismanaging my own and 
that I’d given up on the hope of ever 
overcoming them. Jon made me 
want to give therapy another go. | 
just want to say thanks for that. 


Also, the cover of #11 is absolutely 
beautiful, and | can’t wait to see all 
the cool new characters and their 

special orgasm powers in this arc! 


E.B. 


Hey, I hope you keep looking for 
the peace and love (and sex) you 
deserve (if you want it, I mean. If 
not, that’s okay too). Thank YOU. 


It’s funny -- well, not really, it’s 
actually fucking pathetic but here 
lam sharing it anyway -- but I just 
came across someone | don’t 
know (I don’t think) making fun 
of me online. Of, like, the way 
I look? And deriding what I do 
because of the way I look and 
dress? And it’s such a fucking 
6th Grade thing but goddamn if it 
doesn’t get me all the same, and 
it’s what I deserve for looking 
in the first place I guess but Pve 
basically lived the last three 
weeks in a Cardiac ICU and was 
looking for someone somewhere 
being nice -- and it’s been all up 
in my head ever since. Which is 
even WORSE than being mocked, 
right? Like, letting someone live 
in your head rent-free. 


Then I read your letter and 

thought, fuck it, fuck that guy, 
he ain’t shit and ain’t gonna be 
shit and ain’t gonna do shit and I 
will gladly be mocked by no-shit- 
doin’ fucked-guys like that if it 
means people like you reach out, 
or for just a half-second might 
feel like YES you are worthy of 
being loved and being healthy 


SEX TIP Denying your partner can be a real turn-on so 
just go the fuck to sleep, Gerry. 


and being happy. Take your little 
boy pot shots, is what your letter 
made me realize. Thanks for 
writing in. 


Matt you are beautiful from a very 
specific angle don’t let anyone 
tell you otherwise. 


| will break that piece of shit’s 
legs for making my Matt feel bad. 
! will re-arrange the broken pieces 
of leg to read “SORY” and reset 
them so he has to look at his legs 
that say SORY for the rest of his 
life and he’Il be like, “do I break 
them even more to correct the 
spelling mistake?” -CZ 


| can’t fucking goddamn fuck believe 
I’m writing to my favorite series - 
and my favorite letter column - to 
complain, but | just can’t help 
myself. After waiting months and 
months and then another month, 
getting tugged along all through 
June and July by you jabronis like 
you're my summer camp girlfriend, | 
finally open up to page one of issue 
11 and the first sacrilegious word 

to besmirch my ever-loving eyes is 
fuckin’ “Nermal.” 


THAT MOTHERFUCKER SINGLE- 
HANDEDLY DESTROYED 
GARFIELD. Can’t | read about 
timefuckers in peace without being 
jarringly reminded of the artistic 
decay and spiritual death of Jim 
Davis? Chip, | Know how much 
this means to you, can you please 
talk Matt into replacing the word 
“Nermal” with “Odie” for the trade? 
This is very important to me, even 
though | realize that Odie also 
sucks. 


On a side note, during what | 
consider to be one of the more 
Boston periods of my life, my 
girlfriend and | would have a lot of 
sex while watching Bruins games 
on TV. Couldn’t Jon, Suzie & their 
fellow focketeers use their powers 
to influence sporting events? | 
know that my girlfriend would - 
without hesitation - trip PK Subban 


in The Quiet, even if it meant 
having to masturbate right in the 
middle of TD Garden. Betting on 
fixed outcomes, a la Biff Tannen, 
would probably be a safer source 
of revenue than continuing to rob 
banks. If Jack Kirby and Stan the 
Man had written this series, they 
would have accounted for this, but 
| guess Matt doesn’t give a fuck 
about the Fantastic Four. You’re 
both disgraces to the industry and | 
love you. 


I'd Brimp Nermal to death if given 
the chance, 
Eli 


Holy shit I can’t believe I hadn’t 
thought about Jon and Suzie 
influencing sports events before. 
Fuck what the fucking shit is 
wrong with me MATT YOU HACK 


Also I love the Fantastic Four, 
fuck you, Boston. 


Hello, Eli. 


Nermal’s first appearance was 

in 1979, only one year after 
Garfield debuted. Nermal is an 
integral patch on the quilt that is 
the Garfieldverse and should be 
treated with respect, along with 
Odie, Liz, Pooky, Arlene, Doc Boy 
and that creepy fuck Lyman. 


Best of luck to you and your 
hockey fucking, 


Chip. 


I’m a partial asshole who didn’t 
even make an attempt to read Sex 
Criminals until issue #11 came out. 
Even though I’ve spent countless 
dollars testing the waters of other 
books the past couple of years, | still 
never bothered to pick this one up. 
The naughty cover in it’s little sealed 
bag peaked my curiosity though. 


Since | was snagging it, | figured 
I'd grab both of the trades too. | 


blasted through it all in a couple 

of days. Good stuff. Hilarious shit. 
Great story. Excellent visuals. 
Groovy words. Nice themes. Superb 
pacing. Fantastic tits. Exceptional 
paper. Cool material. Awesome 
penises. Killer letters. Quality 
staples. Wonderful cum fairy. Terrific 
ink. Outstanding publisher. Brilliant 
vaginas. Top-notch characters. 
Magnificent dildos. Smashing movie 
titles. Perfect cervix. Fabulous 
warning labels. Wicked kegels. 
First-rate bloops. 


| am beholden to partake in this 
golden garbage can of a comic book 
from here on out. 


Darrick P 


P.S. Do you ever fart blood when 
you cum? 


Can we run “Quality Staples” asa 
review blurb? 


P.S. No but I cum blood when I 
fart like all the time. 


When | orgasm | let out a tiny 
little fart that sounds very much 
like “I'm sorry,” if you can hear it 
over the sound of my classic sex 
screaming. -CZ 


| had let one of my guy friends 
borrow Scrims and he comes into 
work the next day with a story. He 
tells me that his mom woke him up 
that morning shoving volume two 
of Scrims in his face asking if that 
is what he uses to “get off’. He is 
still half asleep and plays it off that 
they were just left in his car and no 
he doesn’t use this comic to get off 
and no they are not his and blames 
me anonymously! He now hides the 
comics | let him borrow under his 
bed. | got his permission to send 

in this story but | don’t know if | 
should let him borrow issue 11 that 
| just got. | am a bad person in his 
mother’s eyes. What do | do? Help 


SEX TIP Maybe erotic roleplay will defeat Tiamat, 
Ser Gerald of Darkholde. 


me Matt and Chip. You’re my only 
hope! 


Becca K. 


Well, Becca, clearly your “guy 
friend’s mom” was confused 
because she jumped straight into 
volume 2 without reading volume 
1 first! As you can probably 
imagine, all those mental health 
issues and portraits of fraying 
and decaying relationships sans 
context could get a middle-aged 
housefrau “hot” and “bothered.” 


Can you send us her name and 
mailing address so that Chip and 
I can pen a letter of apology and 
send her a copy of volume 1 to 
read as well? 


Yes send me this mom’s address 
-CZ 


this wasn’t as good as pre-hiatus 
toh 


martin 


Still got your money, asshole. 


Send me your mom’s address. 
-CZ 


Matt, you say in the letters page 

for SexCrimz 11 that you didn’t 

do much research into the female 
orgasm when writing Thor. Are 

you insinuating that Thor doesn’t 
make women orgasm? HOW DARE 
YOU?! 


Kyle 


No, ’m saying my wife went to 
our cold marital bed alone and 
unsatisfied a lot while I was 
writing THOR. 


Now that I write HOWARD THE 
DUCK I’m just constantly getting 
mad laid. Huh. Weird. -CZ 


I’ve got a story | for the letters! 

A dude invited me back to his 
place not “for coffee” or “to see his 
etchings” but to “try raw milk.” | 
knew it was literal raw milk from the 
beginning, and | drank literal raw 
milk with this dude, and we kissed 
with literal raw milk taste in our 
mouths. It was disgusting. It tasted 
like morning breath x 20 + a yeasty 
vagina. | still slept with him. 


Leah 


PS | love Sex Crimz a lot. 


Wow | totally thought “raw milk” 
was a euphemism. 


TRUE STORY: I once drank a 
woman’s breast milk in a biker 
bar on a dare. Didn’t much care 
for it! Guess | grew out of it? -CZ 


Heyyyyy! | just finished #11 and 
am already fiendishly scratching 
my neck in anticipation for the next 
issue. | didn’t get a sketch cover but 
| did Bryan Lee O’Malley’s “Willy 
Goomba’ variant. | love this comic 
sooo much. But now that you guys 
are brining in cum fairies, it makes 
me wonder if we'll ever see a cum- 
dragon. Or maybe even a guy who 
jizzes and the Stay Puft Splooge 
Man comes out. | like where you’re 
taking the story and look forward to 
millions of more issues 


Phil P. 


No but I have described Dewey to 
Chip as “our cum Hulk.” 


Still pushing for our cum 
Galactus. Also, Bryan’s goomba 
cover was sooooo good. And this 


month’s Kate Leth cover is also 
sooooo good. Not really sure why 
I’m even bothering to do covers 
anymore, tbh. -CZ 


Hi, guys. I’m finally writing a 
SexCrims letter. This feels like a 
long time coming. (Off to a good 
start there.) Anyway, Chip made fun 
of me and begged, then | pointed 
and laughed, and eventually | 
agreed to write in, so here we are. 
This is the story of why Shrok is one 
of the SexCrims jokes I’m fondest 
of. 


When | was about eighteen my 
girlfriend had recently been kicked 
out of her house. The moms of one 
of her classmates very kindly took 
her in and also very kindly let me 
come over as often as | wanted. 

| think there was a rule against 

me actually spending the night (| 
certainly remember a lot of sneaking 
very late drives home) so we would 
lock ourselves in the library/her 
makeshift bedroom for hours during 
the day. 


We were teenagers in love, so 
obviously we were super horny all 
the time. The problem was that the 
walls were pretty thin and | was 
usually over in the afternoon and 
we had definitely not mastered the 
art of quiet sex. So we concocted a 
plan. We would play a movie with 
the volume up so no one would 
hear us going at it. What could go 
wrong? Turns out the only movie 

in the room when we thought this 
up was, you guessed it, Shrek. Let 
me tell you, there is nothing more 
romantic than your girlfriend getting 
you off with the sound of Donkey 
complaining about Shrek’s farts in 
the background! 


But it gets better. This wasn’t a one 
time event, oh no. Like the sexual 
geniuses we were, we decided to 
play a movie every time we had 

sex and we never picked a different 
one. So for about two months of that 
summer my girlfriend’s hosts were 
subjected to poorly camouflaged 
sex noises and Shrek multiple times 


SEX TIP Exotic locales oftentimes unlock 
erotic adventures: try visiting my clitoris once in 


a while, Gerry. 


a week, often multiple times a day. 

| almost can’t believe we thought 
we were getting away with anything 
and I’m certain they thought we 

had a very specific kink. It took a 
few years before | could think about 
that movie without blushing. While 

| never wound up finding Shrek a 
turn on, | will say that | was very 
pleased with myself once when | 
got her to orgasm in time with Rufus 
Wainwright’s cover of “Hallelujah.” 
Did | mention we met at Catholic 
school? 


So there it is. The reason I’m extra 
fond of the Shrok bit. Are you happy 
now, Chip? 


Love forever, 


Juliette 
Wait you’re gay? 


I’m still dumbfounded at how 
stupid my horny teen brain was. 
My parents would be watching 
America’s Funniest Videos in 

our living room while | “said 
goodnight” to my girlfriend by 
going down on her against our 
front door. My poor, poor parents. 
They raised a Chip. -CZ 


In my desperate, (yet unsuccessful, 
boo hoo etc), attempt to get a 
sketch cover, | bought several 
copies of Sex Crims #11 which 

| then gave away to non-comic 
reading friends. Result? You now 
have several new readers. It was 
the Bowie joke what done it. Or 
maybe they’re just all depraved 
pervs like the rest of us. YOU GUYS 
OWE ME! YOU OWE ME AT LEAST 
SEVERAL DOLLARS (although | 
only accept pounds). 


You’re welcome. 
Lots of love, 


Fee 


Ha ha! Our plan worked! Let’s 
hope they come back for this 
issue and such. 


A lot of people come up to me in 
the streets and in my bedroom 
and say, “Chip, you draw in so 
many background gags. You're 
the king of background jokes!” 
Well, that Bowie joke is 100% 
Matt’s. And it’s my favourite one 
of issue 11. -CZ 


| have just turned over the last page 
of Sex Criminals 11! The blue balls 
| developed from waiting for this 
issue was well worth it. | want to 
extend gratitude to the two of you 
for | received one of the special 
sketches done by Chip. It was a 
happy surprise to open up the pink 
bag to see an unamused penis 
staring back at me. | guess its true 
what they say good things come in 
small pink packages. 


| would like to take a few words to 
say how sex criminals is so great. 
It was hard to say why until my 
comic book teacher asked me why | 
enjoyed your series so much since 
as he put it seemed a cheap way 
to publish soft porn. It was then | 
realized that it was far from that. 
The two of you have created an 
excellent combination between an 
amazing story with hilarious well 
put sex jokes. That’s accompanied 
by art that flows with the vibe of the 
story. 


Keep the good stuff coming like 
a young couple on the night of 
Valentine’s Day. 


The biggest fan, 
Davey Dave 


Wait -- first off -- you have a 
comic book teacher? And, 
second, you have a teacher that 
literally judges books by their 
covers? 


You aren’t being taught well, 
Davey-Dave-Dave. 


Also, believe me, if we wanted to 
make cheap softcore, there are 
cheaper ways to do it and none 
of them involve mental illness or 
cum fairies or cooter hulks. 


It’s one of the things I’m really 
kind of proudest of -- a book this 
dirty and we proudly, defiantly, 
want to make it anti-prurient. 
Unspankable. Nonwidening. 
There’s plenty of cheap softcore 
in comics. Most of them are 
superhero books. 


We are in the business of HARD. 
CORE. LOVE. STORIES. 


| have put every issue of 
SEXCRIMZ to the Chip 
Masturbation test and I’ve only 
successfully orgasmed ONCE 
and it was to a butt in issue nine. 


So go tell your shitty comic 
teacher that Chip can’t jerk it 
to his own comic, unless your 
teacher’s fetish is the thought 
of me NOT cumming to my 
own comic, then don’t tell him 
anything. -CZ 


So Matt and Chip | recently opened 
up my copy of Sex Criminals 11 
expecting it to have your autographs 
and more importantly some crudely 
drawn genitalia, but | find out it’s 

a regular copy. | take this as a 
personal insult against myself as 

a person and truly think you guys 
are out to get me. If this situation 

is not remedied not only can we 
not be friends anymore, but | may 
have to drop some insults. Fuck 
your Fantastic Four run Matt. I’m 
sorry Chip | just can’t insult you so 
I’m gonna give Matt an extra one. 
Double Fuck your Fantastic Four 
run. That’s a taste you amateurs. 
Also Matt please tell your wife she 
is the best everything she writes is 
genius. 


Your Ex-Pal, 


Casey 


SEX TIP Gerry I’m leaving you. 


Fuck you! You tell her! 


Kelly Sue should write Fantastic 
Four! How great would THAT 
be?? -CZ 


Two questions: 


Would butter be considered an oil 
based lubricant or a water based 
lubricant? 


What are your safe words? 


Love, 
B.J. (yes, that is my real name) 


It would be a dairy-based 
lubricant. If it gets tacky try 
getting it going again with a 
splash of raw milk. 


And “Lawyers” is my safeword. 


Um, butter is considered a 
DELICIOUS lubricant, and is how 
most food fucks my throat. 


Oh, also, my safeword is “Mmff 
Frekhnn. “-CZ 


| just finished issue 8 of Sex 
Criminals. It’s the last issue they 
have on Comixology so | suppose 
I'll have to go be social and buy a 
real comic book now. Oh darn. 


Anyway. | just got into comics. My 
husband is an avid Marvel fan boy 
but | just don’t care about superhero 
crap. | found this comic and loved 

it. Saga is another great one btw. Y: 
the last man is great too. Anyway, | 
digress. | love this comic. It’s great. 
| want more. 


When | first started | didn’t find Jon 
attractive but by issue 7 | was like. 
Oh shit this guy. This fucking guy. 
And then he has ODD and all sorts 
of shit. And | was like, why wasn’t 
he real? | have High functioning 
Autism and | always enjoy hearing/ 


reading about people with social 
issues. | figured he was my 

favorite guy ever... and the issue of 
medication... oh my gosh, this comic 
just got better than before. 


Thank you for writing this comic. 
Thank you for making a world where 
time can stop, where a man with 
massive social issues can struggle 
and have friends and live, learn, 
have fun. A world where a broken 
woman can try to piece together her 
world. | love it. Thank you. 


Seriously awesome. 
Casey. 


Also. Can you write an Aspie 
(Asperger Syndrome/ High 
Functioning Autism) character 

in and have them being mildly 
obsessed with fish? And named 
Sunshine? Haha just in one issue 
ha, if that happened I’d probably 
die. 


HI CASEY. First off, thanks 

for writing. Second, yeah, 
Comixology hates us because of 
all the fluids (see the cover for 
this issue) so please once again 
buy your digital Crimz via https:// 
imagecomics.com/comics/series/ 
sex-criminals where nothing is 
ever sold out, censored, not sold, 
or DRM’d. 


Also... boy, I'd love to get into an 
Aspie character’s sexuality. On 
the list it goes. 


To be fair, it’s Apple and Google 
who hate us. Comixology just 
wishes we were better, purer 
people. -CZ 


Would it be OK to ask if any of 

my fellow brimpers would like a 
dozen or so old VHS tapes of 80s 
and 90s porn for absolutely FREE 
other than the cost of media mail 
postage? There may be odd clips 
of sex things on them other than the 


movies (I don’t even have a VCR 
any more, or the desire to check), 
so it’s a real grab bag. 


GW 


PS Next problem: what do | then 
do with all these old specialty fetish 
porno tapes? 


Well, brimpers? Who wants to rub 
it out one time like Pop-Pop? 


Write to 
EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALS@ 
GMAIL.COM with the subject 
line | WANT TO RUB IT OUT 
ONE TIME LIKE POP-POP and 
we'll make this rub-connection 
happen. 


If you cannot find takers for your 
VHS pornucopia, you need to 
dump them in the woods. Have 
we not taught you anything? -CZ 


NEXT MONTH: LAWYERS 
e LAWYERS e LAWYERS 
e LAWYERS e LAWYERS 
e LAWYERS e LAWYERS 


NEXT ISSUE! 
NO LAWYERS. 
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Denise? _~ 


afternoon, 
"m Doctor 
Dr. Glass, 
that new patient 
is here for 
intake eval. 


Great, send 
her in. 


Doctor. 


SHOW US A PHOTO 
WHERE YOU’RE SMOKING 
A PIPE AND DOING 

YOUR TAXES OK 


